A signal is unraveling across the world; the signal holds great value to its fellow onlookers,
neither does it hold regrets nor respect to the state nor to its cookers.
This signla never perishing and awaiting for its recognition,
the proletariat begins their mission.

The signal persists—the spectators witnessing its truth;
all gather to join in: the men, the women, and the youth.
The three unite against the leaders,
as do the readers.

War persists and cries erupt from this beautiful revolt;
each cloud, now bleak, strikes a vicious bolt.
The end is nearing; the hope of the proletariat bests their foe,
whom have no other feeling than sough.